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[1 Wanes of Worthy Sighes my Souledoe tofſe, 
nd doe burſt vptheCondutts of myT eares, © 
Whoſe rancklin ned no{moothing Baume lone beares, 
But freſhly bleedes when Ought vpbraides my Loſſe, 
Then thou _ weetly Sorrow makes to ſing, 
And troubled Paſsions,doſt ſowell accord, 
That more-Delight Thy Anguifh-doth afford, 
Then 0 thers Toyes can Satisf ation bring. 
What ſacred Wits(when rauiſV/d) ave affect, 
To force Aﬀettions, Meramorphoſe Minds, 
Whilſt numbrous Power the Soule in $ ſecret binds, 
T how haſt performs d,tr ansforn mgin Effed, 
For neuer Plaints did greater Pittie mon, 
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| 28 Heaxens | then is it true that Thouart gone, 
k/; Yr Andleftthis woekull ze her Lofſfe' tomone, 
BE  c 1liades,/bright Day-Harre ofthe Weſt, 
res y 
& Z7C) A Cometblazing Terrourtothe Ext: 
®And:neither thatthySpirrr ſo heauenly wile 
Nor 8ozie.(:though of Zar4þ) more” purethen Skres, * 
Nor royallSzemme, nor thy ſweertender Aze, ' 
-Of cruell De#iziescould quenſh theRage? 
-O fading Hopes ! Oſhort-while-laſting 7oy, * 
 OfEarth-borne-man; thatone Hoare can deſtroy? 
Theneuen of Yertmes Spoyles'DearthTropheesrearcs, 
As if hegloried moſt in many Teares, -* 
Forc'd by hard-Fates, doe Heavensnegleftour Cryes: 
Are Starresſet only toat Tragedies? 
 Andletthem doetheirWorffince thouart gone, | 
Raiſe whom they:liſt to:Fhxones; enthron'd dethrone, 
Staine Princely Bowreswith Blood; ahd'euento Gange, 
In Cypreſſe ſad, glad Hymens Torches change. Wo 
eAh thou haſtleftto live; andinthe Time, 
'When ſcarſe thoublofſomi'd in'thy pleaſant Prime. 
So falls by Northetn-Blaſt avirgiri Roſe, Sb 
At halfe thatdoth-her baſhfull Boſome Cloſe: 
'Soaſweet Flouriſh languiſhing decayes, 
That Jate did bluſk-when kiſt by 'Ph@bus Rayes. 
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Teares on thi Death © 


So Phebus mounti the Meridians hight, 
Choak't by pale Phebe, faints vntd our Sight, 
Aſtoniſh'd Naterelſullen ſtandsto fee; g: - 


The Life of allthis AN, ſo chahg'dto be; 
In gloomic Gownes the Starres about deplore, 
The Sea with murmuring Mountaines beates the Shore, 
Blacke Daxke#eſſereeles:o'reall, in thoufand Showres 
The weeping. Aire,on. Earth her forrow povres, 

That ig;a Palſey, quakes to ſee ſo ſoone 
Her Zozer.{ct, and Nzeht burſt forthere Noove, 

_ If Heauen(alas)ordaind thee yongto die, 

Why was't notwhere thou-mightſt thy Yalovy tric? 

And to the wondring World at leaſt ſet forth 
Some litle Sparke of thy exſpeted Worth? 

Mzaliades, O that by i#ers Streames, 

Mong ſounding Trumpets, ficrie'twinkling Gleames 
Of warme vermilion.Swords,and Cannons Roare, 

Balls thickeas Raine pout'd by the (afp#an Shore, 
Mong broken Speares,;mong ringing Helmes & Shields, 
Huge heapes of ſlaughtred Bodies long theFields, 

In Twrkijh.blood made: red like Marſes Starre, 

Thou ended had thy Lifezand Chriſtian Warre: 

Oras braue 8urbon thau had made old Rome, 

Berne of the World ,thy Triumph,and thy Tombe. 
So Heavens fair Face to Thivnborne World which reeds, 
A Booke had beene of thy illuſtrous Deeds, © -—o_|_— © 
So totheir Nephewes aged Syres hadtolde 
Thehigh Exploits perform'd by thee of olde; - 
Townesraz'd,andraif.'d,yRorious,vanquiſh'd Bands, 

Fierce Tyrants flying, foyl'd; kiltdby:thy Hands, 
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Andindeare 4rras,Virgins fairehad wrought 

The Bayes and Trophees to thy Countrie brought: 
While ſome New HomerimpingWings to Fame, 
Deafe N:lus dwellers had made heare thy Name. 
That thou didnotatraine theſe Honours Spheares, 
Through want of Worth it was not,but of Teares. 

A Youth morebraue, pale Troy with trembling Walls 
Did neuer ſee, nor She whoſe Name appalls \ 
Both T tans golden Bowres, in bloody Fights, 
Muſtring on Marſes Ficld,ſuch Marſe.like Knights, 
The Heavens had brought thee to the higheſt Hight, 
Of Witand-Courage,ſhewing all their Might 
When they thee fram'd...Ay me that whatis braue 
On Earth, they as their owne ſo ſooneſhould craue, 
Maliades ſweet courtly Nymphes deplore, 

From Thule, to Hydaſpes pearlie Share, _ 

When Forth thy Nurſe, Forth wherethou firſt did paſle 
Thy tender Dayes (who ſmylde. oft onther:Glaſle, 
To ſee thee gaze) Meandring with her Streames, _ 
Heard thou hadleft this Rownd, from PhebusBeames 
She ſought to flie,but forced toreturne-. 1 
By Neighbour Brookes, She gaue her ſelfe to. mourne:. 
Andas She ruſh't her Cyc/ades among, -- | vo 
.She ſcem'd to plaine,thatHeaven haddoneher wrong, 
With a hoarſe plaint,C/4yzd down herſteeppie rockes, 

And Twei4through her.greene Mountaines clad: with 
Did wound the Ocean murmuring thy death, (flocks; 
The Ocean thatroard about the Earth; TIES 


Andto the Mauritanian 4tlas tolde,, _ _. .(rold 
Who ſhrunke through griefc, and down his white haires 
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Teares on the. Death 


Huge Streames of teares,which changed werein Floods 
Wherewith he drown'd the neighbourPlains & Woods. - 
The lefler. Brookes as they did bubling goe, | 
Did keepea Corſort vato publicke Woe, 


The Shepheards left their Flocks with downe.caſt Eyes, 
 Sdaining to lookevp to the angrie Skes: | 
- Somebrake their Pipes, and ſomein fweet-fad Layes, 

Made ſenſelefſe things amazed atthy Praiſe. 2% 
His Reed Mzlexis hang vpona-Tree, - '-» — 
And with his Teares made Dover 'great-tobe. 
 HMealiades ſweet courtly Nymphes deplore 
From T hale, to Hydaſpes pearelie Shore. 

Chaſt Maides which haunt faire Xganippe Well, - 
And you in'Tempes facred Shadewho dwell, ' 
Ler fall your Harpes,ceaſe Tunes of Ioyto ſing, 
Diſcheueled make all Parnaſſus ting 
: With Antheames ſad, thy Muſicke Pheabysturne 
Indolcfull plaints,whilft 7oy it ſelfe doth mourne. 
Deadisthy Darlivze who decordthy Bayes, 
.Whooft was wont to cheriſhthy ſweetLayes, 

And to a Trumpet raiſe thy amorous Ste, 

Thatfloting Delos enuied might this:7le, 
You:eAcidalian Archers breake your Bowes, We 

_ -YourBridons quench, withteares blot Beauties Snowes, 
Andbid your weeping-Mothey yet againe 
Aſecond:Adons death, nay-Marſes plaine; | 
His. Zyes oncewete your Da#ts,nay euer his Name, - 
-Whiere guer heard, did cyery Heart inflame. 

- Tagusdid court his Loae\ with Golden Streames, 
bein with his Townes, faire Seine with all ſhe claimes. 
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But ah (poore ] ouers) Dcarh them did betray, 

And nor ſuſpected made their Hopes his Prey! 
Tagssbewailes his Lofſe, with Golden Streames; 

Rhein with his Townes, faire Seine with all She claimes. 
Meliades{weet' courtly Nymphes deplore, 

From T hule,to wo 21 pearlie Shore, 

Eye-plealing Meaas whole painted Plaine forth brings, 
Whute,golden,azure Flowres, which once were Kings, 
In mourning Blacke, their ſhyning Colours Dye, 
Bow down their Heads, whiles fighing Zephyrs flye. 
Queene of the Fields, whoſe Bluſh, maks bluſh the Aorxe 
$weet Koſe,a Princes Death in P»#rple mourne. 
| O nyacinthes foray, your AT keepe ſtill, 

Nay, with moe markes of Woe your Leaves now fill, 
And you O Flowreof Helens teares that's borne, 

Into theſe liquid Pear/es againe you turne, 

Your greene'Lockes Forreits cut, in weeping Mirres, 
The deadly Cypreſſe,and Inke.dropping Firres, 
Your Palmes and Mzrtles change; from Shadowes darke 
Wing'd Syrens waile, and you ſad Echoes matke 
Thelamentable Accents of their Mone;, 
Andplainethat braue Meliadesis gone. _ 

Kay Skye thy turning Courſe,and now become 
A ſtately Arche, vnto the Earthhis Tombe: 

Ouer whichay the watrie ris keepe; 

And ſad Etectras Siſters which ſtill weepe, 
eMealiades ſweet courtly Nymphes deplore, 

From Thsle.to Hydaſpes pearlic Shore. | 

Deare Ghoſt forgiue theſe our vatimely Teares, - 

By which our louing Mind, though weakeappeares ge 
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Teares on the Death 


Our Lofſe not Thine ( when wecomplaine) we weepe , 

For Thee the gliftring Walls of Heaues dockeepe, 

Beyond the P/aners Wheeles, boue higheſt Source 

. Of Spheares, that turnesthelower in his Courle. 
Where S#unze doth neuer ſet, norvgly Night 

Euer appeares in mcurning Garments dight: 

Where Boreas ſtormic Trumpet doth not found, 

Nor Cloudes in Lightnings burſting, Minds aſtound. . 
From Cares cold Climates farre, and hote Deſre, 

Where Temes exild, and Hed nere expire - 

Mong pureſt Spirits enuironed with Beames, 

Thouthinks all things below, thaue bene but Dreames, 

And joyestolooke downe tothe azur'd Barres 

Of Heaven,powdred with Troupes of ftreaming Starres: 

Andin their turning Temples to beholg, 

In filuer Robe the Mooze, the Synnein Golde, 

Likeyong Eye-ſpeaking Loxers in a Dance, 

With Majeſtic by Turnes retire,aduance. 

Thou wonders Earth toſee hang like a Ball, 

Cloſ'din the ghaiſtly Cloy#er of this All: 

Andthatpoore Mex ſhould -proue ſo madly fond, 

To tofle themſclues fora ſmall Footof Ground, 

Nay. that they cuen dare brauc the Powers aboue, » 

From this baſe Stage af Change, that cannot moue. 

All worldly Pompe, andPride thou ſecſt ariſe 

Like Smoake that's ſcattredin the emptie Skies. 

_ Other Hills and Forreſts other ſumptuous Towres, 
Amaz'dthou finds excellingour.poere Bowres, 

Conrts voydeof Flatterie, Malice Minder, 


Pleaſure which laſts, notſuch as Reaſon blinds. 
| More 
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More ſweeter Songs thou heares and Carrolings, 
Whilſt Heazens dodance, and 2uzre of Angells lings, 
Then moldie Mizaes could faine, cuen our Annoy 

(If it _ that Place) is chang in oy. 

Reſt bleſſed Spirir, reſt ſaciat with the Sight 
OfHim whoſe Beames (though dazeling) do delight, 
Life ofall liues,Casſeofcach other cauſe, 

The Spheareand Center where the Mind doth paulc : 
Narcyſſus of himielte, bimkelte the ell, 
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the mourning Skies, 
Garlands Bore 


Meliadesſweet courtly Nymphes deplore 

From Thule to Hydaſpes pearlic Shore. 
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Or that white Stone_ 
P aro s affoordes alone_, 


Or theſe in ALVRE de, 
IWhichſeem to ſcorne the SKYE; 


HereMemphis Ionders doe not ſet, 


NorAR TEMISIA'S hugeFra 
T hat keepes fo long her Louers 
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N ame :. 
Make no great marble Atlas tremble with Gold 
To pleaſe a Uulgar EYE that doth beholde. 
TheMuſes, Phoebus, Loue,baue raiſed of their teares | 


A Cryſtal Tomb to Him wherethrough his worth appears. 
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if LAS 8 of Prinees;faireſt Frame, 

dl 1 :me;Ngtere;Place;could ſhow tomortalEyes 
0 In Worth /Vit:Fertae, Miracle to Fame: 
-Atleſt thar Part theEar:h of him could clame, 


1: Foras to his brauc Spi7#7, and glorious Name, 
"1 'The Qacthe World, theother fills the Skies. 
0 Hrimmortall 4maranthus, princely Roſe, 

1 Sad Y7oler, and that ſweet F/owre that beares, 
Ml In SanGvixs Syors theTenor of ourWoes, 


_. 


Tay 


Paſſenger, ſee where encloſed lycs, 


This Marblthotds (hard like the Deſtinies ) 


Spred on thisSzone,6: waſh it with thy Teares, 
Then goandtell from Gades vnto inde, 
Thou ſaw where Ezxrths Perfections were 

(confinde, 
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"Sonnet... 


A Paſsing:Glaence,a Lightning long the Skies - _ . 
Tharvfh ring: Thugilerdics ſtraight to our Sight, 
A Sparke, of Contrarieswhichdoth ariſe, 1 
Then's drown'din the huge Depthes of Payand Night 
Is this Small-ſmalkcald Life, held infuch Price, ow 
OfblindedWrghrs, whonerefudge Ought arights IF 5 
Of Parthian Shaft ſo ſiviftisnott eBlizhr,.”/ | 19 rt 
As Life, that waſtes it ſelfe, andlivingadies. *. 1,» 17; 
Ah, what is humane G7 eatneſſe, Valour, Kit? 
What fading Beartze, Riches, Hononr, Praiſe? 
To what doth ſerve in go/der T hrones to fi ix, 
Thrall Ezxths waſte Ronnd teiurmaphal] Arches raiſe? 

Thatall's a Dreaw#learne in this Pxinc es Fall, 


In whom ſaue Dzath, Nought moutall Was, ar all, 
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To the Reader. 


T HE Naewe'which in thefe Verſes is given Princy 

HiunTs. , is thatwhich he Hunſclte in the Qhat- - 
lenges of his Martiall Sports,and Maſfcarads, was wont 
tovle, Moniranns Prince of the Wes: which in dns- 
gramme maketh a YVard maſt worthie of ſuck a Knight, 
| as He was a Knight (if Time bad fiffred his Actions - 
| | anſwere the Worlds me © gg ) onely worthie of 
1] ſuch a yYorde,Miuts A Dao. | 
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